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TEST f LOV E. 


ACT: IL 
AIR I.—Curgy. 


Wu 1 ft went a-gadding to-fam'd 
London town, 1 | 
Wich my horum banditorum, 
J was then, as a body may fay, a mere clown, 
With my hipſy, clipſy, clingo : 
If I had no wit then, yet I ſoon became taught, 
And that wit muſt be good, for I am ſure i its all 
bought, 
With my horum l 
Sing it again, my brave boys. 
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II. 


Their girls are the children; 0. beauty and mirth, 
With my horum C. Adirorvm, 
And ſo willing, they give you a heaven on earth, 
With my hipſy, clipſy, clingo: 
| , Th y gladden the heart n their full- flowing 
owe, 
And M ahomet lies, for Pm fare they've all ſouls. 
With my horum. banditorum, 
Sing it again, my brave boys. 


III. 
The Engliſhmen change like an April-day, 
With my horum banditorum; 
For all in a breath they will ſcold, kiſs and play, 
Wich my hipſy, clipſy, clingo. 
Tho' Kung by its members, they value the law, 
Forgive ten offences, yet fight for a ſtraw. 
With my horum banditorum, 
Sing it again, my brave boys. 
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AIR 
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Dear image of the maid I love, 
Whofe charms you bring to view, 

In abſence ſome delight I'Il prove, 

By gazing ſtil] an you. 


Debarr'd her fight, by tyrant pow'r, 
How wretched ſheuld I be, 

But that I cheer each lonely hour 
By gazing ſtill on thee] 


AIR I1I.—Nadins. 


Was there ever poor nymph ſo tormented as I? 
My nights paſs embitter'd, my days with a figh : 
I have loſt the dear object my heart did adore, 
And the joys of exiſtence for me are no more. 


| 3 
My ſoul's unimpaſſion'd, and loſt in its woe, 
For the ſource is dried up whence its tranſports 
did flow. 


Ah hapleſs decree that tore peace from my mind, 
And left but a blank of diſtraction behind! 
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III. 

My creative fancy is buſied to trace 

The grace of his mien, and the charms of his 

| face; ER 2 

But e' en fancy muſt die, and ſweet love muſt 
expire, | 


For the tears that I ſhed will extinguiſh his fire. 


AIR IV. 


Fanny. 


O give me freedom, give me love, 
O O give me peace and plenty! 
O give me, all ye powers above, 
A huſband!—T'm but twenty. 
More wives than one 
He ſhall have none, 
Tho! it be deem'd vulgarity: 
Of all the rules 
That's learnt at ſchools, 


O fie upon plurality! 
| n. He 
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IT. 
He muſt to me be true alone; 
He muſt have youth and beauty; 
Such quality will tye the zone, 
And keep me to my duty. 
But if he ſtray 
A ſingle day, S: 
And ſwerve from my matricular, 
I'll leave him ſtrait, 
He'll know his fate, 
I love to be particular. 


— 
AIR V.——Natina. 


Ah where ſhall I run? to what cave am I going? 
My boſom with anguiſh is burit and o'erflowing! 
The fun hides his head, and the Bowen ceaſe 
blowing! 
| Ah Nadina, poor Nadina! 
Hark ! how the Echo mocks Nadina! 


11. 
Muſt I ne'er ſee him more? Ev'n Hope ſays no, 
never! 
But ſay why ſhould Deſtiny WO 80 
Thoſe hearts Love cemented for ever and ever? 


Ah Nadina, poor Nadina! 
Hark ! how the Echo mocks Nadina ! 


B 2 111. Could 


III. 


Could I breathe in his boſom, the ſeat of Love's 
treaſure, 

I'd carrol a ſonnet, in ſoft artleſs bo 

And ſtrive to ſeduce his poor mind into pleaſure, 

| Ah Nadina, poor Nadina ! 
Hark ! how the Echo mocks Nadina ! 


IV. 
Oh heavens! if I were ihveſted with power, 
The beſt gifts of Fortune on him would I ſhower : 
Then Joy, Love and Rapture ſhould lead ev'ry 
hour ! 
Ah Nadina, poor Nadina! 
Hark! how the Echo mocks Nadina! 


ACT. 
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ACT...» 
AIR VI——Curgy. 


A Pretty maid went to a jolly young miller, 

To grind her corn for a handful of piller ; | 
La; Ia, 'tic, tic, tic, tac, 
La, la, mic, mic, mic, mac. 


As the mill ran round in its uſual way, 

And to all the pretty damſels ſeem'd to ſay, 

« Come, my pretty maids, and haye your corn 
ground, 

Come to me, 1 ſay, while the mill goes 
round.“ ä 


II. 
Young Miller, ſaid the maid, will you lead me 
to the mill ? 
Oh yes, my pretty maid, on a promiſe | ine you 
will— 
La, la, tic, tic, tic, tac, 
La, la, mic, mic, mic, mac. 


As 
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As the mill ran round in its uſual way, 

And to all the pretty damſels ſeem'd to ſay, 

ce Come, my pretty maids, and have your corn 
ground, 

«© Come to me, I ſay, while the mill goes 
round.” 


III. 


Oh Miller, lord! oh fye! what is it you are 
doing ? 
I proteſt, I vow, I bluſh—my ſtars! is $ this your 
wooing ? 
La, in, tic, tic, tic, tac; 
La, la, mic, mic, mic, mac. 


As the mill ran round in its uſual way, 

And to all the pretty damſels ſeem'd to ſay, 

cc Come, my pretty maids, and have your corn 
ground, 

« Come to me, I ſay, while the mill goes 
round.” 


IV, 


Dear me, how Iam towzled!—what will my 
mother ſay, 
When ſhe finds, you wicked — that I have 
been at play ? 
La, la, tic, tic, tic, tac, 
Li, la, mic, mic, mic, mac. 


. As 
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As the mill ran round in its uſual way, 
And to all the pretty damſels ſeem'd to ſay, 
Come, my pretty maids, and have your corn 
ground, 
tc Come to me, I RE while the. mill goes 
„„ © yound.” 


FIN AL E—Usbect. 


Though ſorrow's arrows wound the mind, 
And phantom bliſs deride us, 
The human bark ſhould never fink 
While radiant hope will guide us. 
The clouds that lowr'd in the morn © 
To cruſh each fond endeavour, 
Before the rapid gales of Fate 
Are fled away for ever! 
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CHORU Ss. 


Then now we'll laugh, 
And gaily quaff 
A glaſs to Fortune's graces, 
As lean Deſpair 
And meagre Care 
We drive from our embraces, 
; 


NADIN A. 


Since heav'n to crown a lover's wiſh 
Has been for once complying, 
| Old Time may whet his murth'ring ſeythe, 
L Without Nadina's ſighing. 
For now my heart from roſeate joy 
Has taken a new leaſe of, 
And all its little flutt'ring gueſts 
May go to bed in peace of. 
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Then now we'll laugh, &c. 
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(rene. 


To overthrow that giant Woe, 
The Comic Doctors all agree | 
No med'cine e er could blunt his ſkill 
Like potent /al volatile. 


| To Fortune I'm reſolv'd to write, 


That ſhe may uſe me better; 
But vain, alas, ſhall I indite, 
If you don't fign—the letter. 
| (To the Audience. 


- 
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For then we'll, &c. 
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